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FROM A MOTHER'S DIARY.

A Christmas I'oem.

'K HAT t'dings bare
heard

They say my boy will
soon be well

That his check will
cease burn

The fever-Are- They
strangely tellBlip Ills waited strength will
all return

In pastures green
where, undistressed," JtfiTJLi V He shall lie down to
perfect rest:

And One will lead his tired feet
Where flow the ccol springs.

And fresh the balmy air will blow
With healing its Hcatenly wings;

The views Time, denied below
From heights cxilted will be seen
Bathed never-ladin- g sheen.

How blurred mine eyes not have known
The angel stamp upou his face

'Till now. nor caux'ut single
Of all the light that filled the place

Wherein my patient darling lay
How dull mine cars not have heard
Celestial tones every word!

Already his childish brow
Shines forth tho diadem of gain.

Hut my head the crown of
Strikes deep its cruel thorns pain.
faint and sink beneath this cross.
And cry: "O Sawour, Thou must Rive
Tiiy strength else can not livel"

II.
I&.w wearily the days go by

Xow thai this bhadopr, dark and chill,
Enshrouds my home forctennore!

Lonely the house ad deathly still;
Through the closed shutters the floor

Struggles the light, with ghostly glare.
As some lifeless form were there.

And now my other children come
With careful steps subdued and slow,

And with pathetic inteiest
Ana eyes that ofttn overflow,

Hushing their harmless sport and jest,
They sit beside the sufferer.
And his least wants minister.

Too weak l'c now in my arms.
Within his little bed he sleeps

In broken rest day after day,
While ever near the shadow creeps.

And can only watch and pray.
Sitting with clenched and idle hands,
Submissi the dread demands.

m.
How beautiful his face has grown

The saintly wisdom of the skies
Lingers upon his infant tongue,

lustrous glory fills his eyes.
Oh, with what agony wrung

My soul when first its awful light
Smote through the darkness on my sight!

The holy Christmas time draws near.
Fraught with Its promises of joy.

One wish alone has power to thrill
The bosom of my dying boy

To live till then-- O God, fulfill
Ills piteous prayer! then willingly
I'll give my angel back Tnee.

O, let mc see the olden light
Of perfect joy his faco express

To hold memory evermore
Banish the look weariness,

Tho eager, glad surprise restore
One joyous laugh, one shout of glee.
Would All my heart with ecstasy.

IV.
The night moves onward toward the morn.

The shadows break and flee away.
And hllc the starry curtains part

Angels rroclalm: 'Tis Christmas Day.
From restless, dreams pain start

And heir the old hosannas roll
In wa peace across my soul.

Thou art not here, my gentle boy.
Yet oh, hat joys thiu hour are thine!

The anchor enduring hold,
The pearl wondrous rrice divine,

Tho tuneful harp precious gold,
Tlio fruits from off the healing tree.
The crown life eternally.

Around me lie the raltr7 gifts
gathered for his longing hinds

The books, the toys, hurdrcd things
The loving heart alone commands;

Hut what are these fmil oUcnngs
Bosldo the largess Heaven bestows
Amid the rapturous repose!
Glory God, good will and peace:"
Again that matchless anthem rolls.

One oice know thine, thine, my child,
Tho whelming storm of grief controls.
calm succeeds tho billows wild
And glcs mc also grace say:
Glory to God this Christmas Day.

JL'LIA II. THAYER.

JOB'S TURKEY.

A Truo Story of the Centennial
Christmas.

I.OSINO IT.

rTHINK it-- will do,"
WvNvCfflk1 BJ said

..uuiuing mc aoor
his fowl-hous- e partly
open, where the
turkey was sleeping
away tho late De-
cember afternoon.

Deacon Solomon
Cleghorn was skty
years old, round, fat,
rosy end dignified.

') He wore ruffles at
34--

--
the bosom and wrists

of his shirt. His deep bass almost
drowned the feebler notes of others at the
meeting-hous- He was the terror of tho
boys vvho misbehaved themselves there.
But he wa3 really kind beneath severe
manner. Tic was good citizen, fond of his
home and his family; and ho dearly loved
pood eatiu,?.

The profound look of satisfaction that at
first beamed upon his broad face now gave
way to one of ici2exity.

"It's task hate,'' he soliloquized.
But never could .trust Job Harkins.''
The deacon would' have resented severe-

ly any mention of that profano saying:
Speak of the devil, and he's suro to ap-

pear." But the d saw was
never better illustrated than at that mo-
ment.

"I say. Deacon can't you give me

Deacon Cleghorn turned and saw man
about thirty-fiv- e years old, clad in rusty,
soiled suit of somebody's cast-of- f clothes.
Hi3 face was thin and boro marks of dissi-
pation. He was hungry-lookin- g and had
nervous, twitchy way, that spoke sadly of
late debauch. He looked, and was, every
thing that the Deacon was not.

4Job Harkins, you wretched person, what
brings you here:"

Til tell you, Deacon." The man spoke
whiningly. yet with certain air of assur-
ance, he knew to whom he was talking.

Christmas, you know. They're
going to havo big dinner at the tavern-r- eal

half-doll- feed! turkey, roast pigand
fixings. It's been good while since I've
had swell feed like that; and thought
raebbe for old acquaintance sake, you
know that you wouldn't mind giving me
the half."

Some pity was mingled with the severity
of the Deacon's look.

"Job, you know how Pve tried to help
you."'

"O, yes; you've been very good to me."
"But you won't be helped. You will con-

tinue to bo your own worst enemy."
The poor fellow hung his head.
Just think what you were ten years ago!

You'd made first-rat- e record for yourself
the war: evetr body was glad to take
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you by the hand; you were engaged to one
of the nicest girls in town. .Now look at
you! Poor, broken-dow- friend and re-

spectability all gono together. O, Job, Job,
you're good for nothing! unless," and the
Deacon became impressive and shook his
forefinger, "you may be of some use as a
walking lecture on temperance."

Job Harkins wiped his eyes with the back
cf his hand.

'Still, I pity you, Job; indeed I do. X7o

are none of us too strong. 'Lead us not in- -

temptation' is my own aauy prayer.
Ito give you a half dollar; I'll do better

thua that. Can I trust u 5"
Yes, you can, Deacon. Nobody ever

speaks to me as you do."
The good man hesitated. "He's perfectly

sober for once," was the thought that de
termined him.

"Well, Job, I'll try you. I've got some-

thing for you to do right off, that I know
from past experience nobody can do belter.
I'll give you a dollar, a bed and
such a Christmas dinner with my help, as
you haven't had since we sent the tur-
keys down to tho army. 1 want to keep you
from the'tavern Look there!"

Ho pointed to the stately occupant of the
fowl-hous- e.

""By thunder, what a buster!'' was the
admiring comment,

"Biggest in town," said the owner com-
placently. "I've fatted him carefully for
myself; tips the scale at twent pounds,
ju3t as he is. I'm going to have a dozen at
the table tho young man from

BT THUNDER, WHAT A BUSTEU!"

the West that my daughter Sally is about to
marry will be there. And that great bird I
want you to kill, clean and dress in your
very best style.'

"Til do it. Deacon."
"Now, mind ! I'm trusting you as no man

else would. I understand that some of
thoso godless fellows of the village arc go-

ing to have a turkey-raffl- e at the tavern
One of the wretches had the impu-

dence to come here this morning and offer
me five dollars for that turkey, just as he is.
I told him I wouldn't take his weight in gold
for him, for that purpose. So you look
sharp; they're none too good to shoot him.
Now, Job, go ahead. Got boiling water and
knives, and any thing else you need, from
the kitchen. Tho hatchet is behind the
door. Work fast, and, be just as faithful
and careful as though tho turkey was your
own."

The brief December day was declining.
It was almost sunset when Job Harkins,
with his preparations all complete, and his
materials about him, bound the legs of the
victim, placed his neck over a log, and with
one swinging blow of a sharp axe, decapi-
tated him.

"Bravo, Job! done like an old cavalry"
man! Was that the way you fellows used
jour sabers?"

Job looked at the man who had just cau-
tiously climbed the rear fence of the dea-
con's premises. He had, in fact, been hid-dc- u

behind it for the last fifteen minutes,
overhearing tho whole conversation.

"Don't you bother mc, Sandy Badger. I
want to do this job quick and well. Go 'way,
and lemme alone."

"You ucedn't bo so tetchy, Job. I guess a
fellow might watch you. Seem' you handle
the hatchot so cleverly put me in mind of
the great cavalry fight I've heard you tell
of. Which was it!"

Any provocation to talk about his service
in the war was sure to draw Job out, as his
cunning tempter well knew.

"Don't know. Might have been Brandy
Station; might have been Yellow Tavern.
Both big fights.'.'

"Was you in both of 'em, Job J"
"Yes, indeed; and in a dozen othor small-

er ones."
"Which licked in those two?1'
"We did at tho Tavern; t' other one they

called a kind of a draw."
So tho talk went on until the turkey was"

cleaned and dressed. Holding it up bv the
leg, Harkins said:

"Now, ain' that a beauty! More 'n twenty
pounds dressed, I really believe."

"Splendid!" said Sandy. "So now you're
done. Job, tell us who commanded there at
Brandy!"

"General Pleasanton, of course."
"Fighting Gineral?"
"You bet," said tho veteran, with enthu-

siasm.
Job let's drink his health."

Mr. Badger producad a square flask. Job
hesitated.

"I don't want to."
"What's tho odds! Your work is all

doue. You ain't going back on your old
commander, bo you!"

The argument was irresistible. Job
drank.

He was a lost man from that moment
His tongue was loosed; he talked and
drank, and drank again. The crafty rascal
plied liim with the fiery stuff, merely mak
ing a pretense oi armumg lumsclf. He pro-
posed the health of General Sheridan, and
Job enthusiastically drank it He drank to
the Army of the Potomac; to his Colonel to
his Captain; to the old fighting st Mas-
sachusetts Cavalry. Near dark the Deacon
came out in the yard, and gazed with con-
sternation at tho sight Job Harkins was
leaning against the fence in a maudhn con-
dition; the hot water was overturned,
hatchet and knives were scattered on theground.

"Where is the turkey!" demanded the
irate proprietor.

"Fact is, Deacon," said Job, with drunken
dignity," when (hie) I got him dressed, he
(hie) flew away."

The Deacon drove Job from the yard.
II. FINDING IT.

Deacon Cleghorn was greatly angered by
this untoward incident He knew enough
about the bad set, who, failing to buy the
coveted turkey, had stolen it, to be surethat they would hide it beyond reach of asearch warrant Christmas was rapidly ap-
proaching, and bis main preparations wereyet to be made. To his dismayhe discov-
ered that he could purchase no land of aturkey. Never was Christmas so exten
sively prepared for in that vicinity as inteat Centennial year. There was nothing
uke fowl to spare, even to Deacon Cleghorn.
He went home and reported the case to sfull domestic council.

"O, whatMaU we do!" said Mrs. Cleghorn,
Wringing her hands.

"And to think that Captain Bradstreet
will be here to Borrow!" pretty Sally
Booted.

"I believe I'll go out to dinner,' Iawghed
young Clarice.

"It's too darned mean7 voted twelve-year-ol- d

Solomon, junior, ruefully.
"Wo must make the best of it," said tbe

Deacon. Such trials are sent to test onr
Christian equanimity. Sally, if the Captain
is half the man I think he is, be won't mind
it He's eaten hard-tac- k and bacon on
Christmas before now."

'But what shall wo dor' Mrs. Cleghorn
persisted.

"Boil a ham; that, with your fixings,
must do. What can't be cured must be en-

dured."
"But the minister n
"Weil, Dorothy, I should hope the min-

ister's piety don't depend on turkey for din-
ner. I shall tell the story at the table, just
as it is; and they'll have to make the best
of it, too."

This view was finally acquiesced in el'
round ; in fact, there was nothing else to
do. Mrs. Cleghorn and her girls busied
themselves in the kitchen. Captain Brad-stre- et

arrived before breakfast, and young
SoL reconnoitering at a parlor window, re-
ported more hugging and kissing than he
had seen in a year. Excepting the younger
sister, who stayed at home to care for the
preparations made, the whole family at-

tended an extraordinary centennial Christ
mas meeting. They listened to a sermon an
hour and twenty minutes long, and the
deacon sang with unusual unction. At two
o'clock all were gathered about the long
table at home, with tho minister, tho doc-
tor, the lawyer, and their wives, and the
Captain. It was a bountifully spread

I board, oven without a turkey.
The "grace before meat" was said, and

J the deacon, with a slight "ahem!" was
about to proceed with his apology and ex-
planation.

Then something very astonishing to him
occurred.

The door into the kitchen opened, and Job
Harkins appeared, shaved, hair nicely
brushed, and with a clean white apron.
On a great platter he bore aloft tho missing
turkey, done to a beautiful brown, nicely
garnished, presenting a perfect picture.

"Just out of the oven, sir," said Job with
great solemnity, placing it before the

The murmurs of surprise and approval
caused by its unusual sue allowed the good
man and his family time to gather their
wits, and appear as though nothing un-
usual had happened. A boisterous inquiry by
Master Cleghorn as to where that came from,
was promptly suppressed. The Deacon's
spirits rose; the feast proceeded; the turkey
and other viands were amply discussed, and
before the domestic brought in tho pies,
fruit and coffee there were laughter, mirth
and conversation all around the table.
When young Solom.on briskly said to his

'I'LL 1AKE THAT TUKKET 1"

elder sister; "Sally, don't tread on my
toes I ain't Captain Bradstreet," there was
louder laughter and some confusion.

Job Harkins waited on the table, and
when the company retired to the parlor ho
sat down with' the domestic and the two
men who labored in the Deacon's fields, and
ate, as ho had been promised, his best
Christmas dinner since lb64. At nine o'clock,
when tho village guests had departed, Job
was summoned to tho parlor. He came
slow!' and diffidently.

"Harkins," said the Deacon, "you've re-
deemed yourself and surprised us. How
was it!"

Job looked doubtfully at Clarice, who
laughed mischievously.

"He wants me to explain, father.
"I contrived a little plot when I found that
the great turkey was safe. Job brought it
here just after you all w'ent to meeting.' I
stuffed and roasted it myself, telling the
girl to say nothing about it Then I made
Job stay up in the men's room till dinner
was ready, and ho had his instructions, as
you have seen."

"It was a deception, Claries," said the
Deacon.

"It was well done, anyway," said Captain
Bradstreet.

"You've been saying that I couldn't
cook," said Clarice, stoutly, to her mother
and sister. "What do you think now!"

'She's awful clever," put in young Solo-
mon.

"But I don't understand how the turkey
came back," said tho Deacon.

"Sir," spoke up Job, with a shaking voice,
"your deserved reproaches last night
seemed to sober me all at once. In two
minutes I resolved that I'd have that turkey
back, or somebody would bo hurt I took
tho hatchet and started. Knowing where
those fellows would be locked up together
I went and knocked at the door. They
wouldn't let me in. I burst it in, and there
they were; two dozen of them round the
table throwing dice, with the turkey in tho
middle of it They didn't seem to like my
looks, or the look of the hatchet They all
fell back as I walked in.

" Til take that turkey,' I said. 'If any
man gets in my way, I'll split his head.'

"Nobody offered to stop me. Rieht or
wrong. I had it in me to do as I said."

'I believe you would have done it,
Job Harkins," said Captain Bradstreet
44Thero's an old soldier sound in your talk;
it's just kko you. Don't you know me!"
and the Captain offered his hand.

"To bo sure I did, sir, as soon as I saw
you. But it wasn't for me to speak to you.
I'm not the man I was, Captain."

"We'll find the man in you, Job," was the
hearty reply. "There was one there a dozen
years ago, and I believe he's there yet"

"Why, where did you know Job!" Sally
asked.

"He was in my company. A better
soldier was not in the war."

"The man in him" was found. The
Captain and Miss Sally were married the
next week, and when they went to their
distant Western home, Job went with them.
None knew him better than his former

insisted that new scenes and
faces and the breaking-u- p of old associa-
tions, were things that were absolutely
needful to save him. He was right The
eleventh Christmas is approaching that
Job Harkins will enjoy since the one de-
scribed. He will pass this one at Captain
Bradstreet'SjWithhis'wife and babe. Sally's
boys will clamor, as usual, to hear some of
his war-storie-s, which they insist are bet-
ter thaa their father's. Bat he will not re-
late to them the facts of the life, death and
strange prt-nwU- experience of Jon'a
Tdbsxt. Jaw Fbaxtlxs Tarn.
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TED'S CHBISTMAS.

Story for Soma Parents
to Bead.

HEY'RE 'goinr to
have a Christmas
tree, an' nuts, an'
candy, an'
and little Nan's eyes
stuck out with the
delights of imagina-
tion.

44 JTy! Won't thatbe
jolly!" Ted waathe

r'tlm next speaker, and in

r&Ji the excitement of the
moment he forgot

himself so far as to emit a small, faint
whistle.

"Stop that noise over there," said a stem
voice, the owner of which looked out from
behind the folds of the evening paper with
a frown. Joseph Rcxford was homely
enough, taken at his best, but with an ugly
frown added, he was terrific, though prob-
ably not aware of it, for people seldom get
before a glass to make up ugly faces.

"They were only talking a little about
Christmas," said Mrs. Rexford, tim-
idly; the wives of such men are invariably
timid, or else, in very bravado of despair,
intolerable scolds, and Mrs. Rexford could
never be that

She would have been the sunniest and
sweetest of little women, had she not been
clapped under a bushel by Joseph Rexford
at a very early stage in their married life,
and, as might be supposed, she was pretty
nearly extinguished bv this time.

"Christmas!" he growled, contemptuous-
ly. "All nonsense and folly, they'd better be
tendin' to their rcthmctic or a shellin' them
seeds. I had to work eveniu's when I was
their age, an hadn't no time to be hatchin'
up foolery."

"All work and no play makes Jack a dull
by" gently remonstrated the wife.
"They're not too old to enjoy a little recrea-
tion, Joseph, and I wish wo could give them
a little Christmas treat" She wondered
afterward at her own boldness, for she did
not often venture within reach of the lion's
claws, or, in other words, her husband's dis-
pleasure.

He looked at her in astonishment; he sup-
posed he had her subdued, and the idea that
she could propose any thing that he had just
put his foot on as "foolery" shocked him.

"Mrs. Rexford," and his voice was a bit
of condensed harshness, "I thought you
knew my mind on sech trifliu' years ago,
and I want you to understand once and for
all, I won't hat H," and the big foot came
down on tho uncarpeted floor with a snap.
"And you young ones, stop your snivelin'
over there, or I'll givo you something to
snivel about," and the mighty potentate
glared over in tho comer, where littlo Nan
was struggling with a sob of mingled terror
and disappointment, for at her mother's
kind words it seemed so easy to have just a
little bit of Christmas, at least

"Darn him" whispered Ted, clinching hi3
fists, and shaking them at the household
monarch, who had again wrapped himself
in his newsaper. "I'll run away, see if I
don't, an' I'll havo a Christmas tree every
day when I get big."

His jacket would have needed no further
dusting for months to come, if tho parent
could nave seen the belligerent action, but,
fortunately, the paper was not transparent,
and Mr. Rexford was deep in on article on
the Irish question.

He looked up presently; ho had the com-
placent feeling of the bulldog, who comes
up uppermost in the fight, and could look
upon his vanquished subjects with amiable
condescension. "I guess thoso Britishers
'11 find they can't always abuse them poor
Irishers," he said. "They'll find out, sooner
or later, that it don't pay to allcr play the
tyrant"

Mrs. Rexford received the information
with a proper degree of humility, and only
a subdued, "hm-m-m- escaped her lips,
but she thought to horsclf that it would not
be necessary to cross the ocean to find a
tyrant if one were urgently needed, and
wondered rcbelliously if it was alwa3s
going to pay Aim to assume the character
he so deprecated in his British neighbors.

Bedtime came, and Ted and Nan, with
littlo Jane, crept off toward their beds. No
cheerful, "good-nigh- t, papa," with the kiss
which sweetens slumber, and ushers the
children into a happy dreamland; Mr.
Rexford's soul would have recoiled at such

" STOP THAT NOISE OVEU THEBE."

sentimental doing3, children being, in his
eyes, necessary evils, from which to extract
the greatest amount of work with tho least of
amount of love and monev. of

The mother rose, lamp in hand, and fol-

lowed them softly; she helped them un-
dress with soft, gentle touches, and then
drew them to her side for their evening
prayer. Little Nan, ten years of age, was
just at the point of tears, and when she
came to the phrase in her simple prayer:
"God bless papa and mamma," her voice to
broke into a muffled sob. It was so hard to
pray for the father, who apparently loved to
them so little.

Hush, darling," said Mrs. Rexford, al-

most in tears herself, as she drew the quiv
ering little form to her heart; 'pefihaps
minima will find a way yet" of

Ted was thirteen, and in his rebellious
feelings omitted the customary phrase
from his prayer entirely. The mean old
thing," he muttered, angrily, "I'd like to
lick him."

"Hush, dears," she said, gently, "father
doesn't mean to be unkind."

"What does he do it for, then!" de-

manded the boy, and the mother's lips were the
shut, for she had no adequate reply for
snch question.

All this was done in whispers, and a fa-

miliar voice broke in upon the conversa-
tion at' this juncture: 44Going to stay in
there all night, Jane!" And hastily tuck-
ing them into their beds, with loving kisses
on the little grieved lips, she left then hur-
riedly

but
to the gentlo comforter, sleep,

which seldom refuses to come to healthy
childhood.

This was two weeks before Christmas,
and a week went by, and Mrs. Rexford saw
no possible way to fulfill the hope she had
cherished of making it a pleasant day far
theghiMren. 8he eoald get up a teed dta-m- t.

Mr. Rexford was fowl of food dm--
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f611 bat with kis stern face at the
"""J ""uuurenwouiaDe obliged to sithke dummies, and eat in sepulchral silence,for the father was a firm believer in thedoctrine that "children should be seen, not
heard," and allowed no frivolous chatter-
ing at meal-tim-e.

She had been putting away surreptitious
balls of butter and dozens of eggs, in the
hope of being able to smuesrle a fw lita
trifles quietly into their stockings, but her
heart was heavy with a sense of her in-
ability to make tho holiday such a one as
she would like.

"Jane," said Mr. Rexford, coming in
from the village with an envelope in bis
band, "I don't know what ever you'll do,
but I'll have to leave ve for awhile."

"What is it, Mr. Rexford!" she asked, in
surprise; it was very seldom either duty or
pleasure took him from home.

"Why John's dead, an they telegraphed
me to come and 'tend the funeral, an' I
a'pose it's mydooty to go."

"Of course it is, Joseph," replied the
wife, "and I'll get along all right Billy
Grant will come over and do the chores.''

John was Mr. Rexford 's brother, another
branch of the Rexford family tree, which,
though not as gnarled and knotty as Joseph
himself, still bore enough resemblance to
prove his relationship beyond a doubt.

Thero had been as much of a repressed
and undemonstrative affection between
them as could be expected, and this, com-
bined with a senso of duty, procured his
absence from home at this opportune mo-

ment for the children.
Such an event had only occurred once or

twice in their life time before; oases in the
dreary desert of their experience, which
were looked back to with delight

"How long shall you be gone, Mr. Rex-
ford!" asked the wife. She could not
mourn for the brother-in-la- whom sho had
never seen but once, and whoso attitude
then had not been such as to inspire affec-
tion, and a faint hopo was springing up in
her heart that for once the children could
have a holiday worthy of the name.

2 - . -
"" AfeSuV- -

'MISTER, 3HSTEK!" EXCLAIMED TED.

"Ten days anyhow, mebbe two weck3,"
he answered. "The widder '11 expect me lo
settle up his affairs, more or less."

Ted looked at Nan with a grimace of un-
utterable delight; if the father had seen it,
it is doubtful whether duty even could have
urged him from home, certainly not without
administering a spanking all round.

"Get my things read-a- s soon as you can,"
he resumed, "for I want to catch the three
o'clock train, sure, and you, Ted, get the
hoss harnessed so'st to take me to the
depot"

"Yessyr," replied Ted; no danger but
that Ted would do his share, and be on time,
too.

Nan was on hand, liko a
to spring at every call, and bring the soap
and the towel, the blacking-brus- h and whisk
broom, for Joseph Rexford loved to be
waited on, and his toilet for a journey, long
or short, was the signal for a series of
gymnastics, participated in by the whole
family.

Half-pa- two came, and Doll was at the
door, and Ted, with a very unbecoming
shade of happiness on his countenance, held
the reins.

" You'll want some money, I s'pose!" said
Mr. Rexford, graciously, for him, as he
drew on his overcoat "There's five dol
lars," and he passed the precious morsel
out from a roll of greenbacks, gingerly; he
was not a poor man, by any means, and
could have given her twenty-fiv- e just as
easily.

"Yes, Joseph," she replied, meekly, as
she tucked awaj the bill; she did not intend
he should ever see it again, or an exhaust-
ive report of the uses made of it, cither.

"Wall, good-by- Jane," (ho drew on his
gloves) "don't let the young ones run over
you while I'm gone."

"No, Joseph," she replied, demurely,
with an inward smile.

He went out; there was no silly demon-
stration of affection at parting. A kiss from
those stern lips would have been an aston-
ishment that the family would not have re
covered from in a week, end, getting into
the waiting sieign, oiu uou moved away.

Nan turned a somersault; she was a fine,
loving child, and would have been as happy
as a lark, under favorable circumstances.

"Oh, goody, goody, goody!" she ex-

claimed, in a glad soliloquy.
"Hush, Nannie," said the mother, re-

provingly, though in her secret heart she
could not blamo the child for the ebullition.

Ted returned in due time, and the de-
parture was on assured thing, and the boy
already held up his head with an accession

t, as he took his place as man
tho house. One week was only a short

time to plan in, but judicious effort can ac-
complish much in even a week's time, and
Mrs. Rexford's plans were chiefly in the
line of a merry-makin- such a one as they
Had never been allowed to have.

Her first move was a letter to a sister,
living twenty miles away, with on invitation

spend Christmas.
A i3it from Aunt Nan was a rare treat
the children at any time, one which they

rarely enjoyed, however, for Aunt Nan and
Joseph Rexford were not congenial spirits,
she not being able to bottle up her indignant
wrath when he exercised his peculiar gift

government in ner presence; he not
relishing her "meddlin'," as he designated
her rather free use of her tongue on occa-
sions, and so she wisely concluded that it for
was best to see as little of the domestic
economy as possible, and kept away, to Mrs.
Rexford's mingled grief and relief.

Teddy's heart, in the meantime, was filled
with a great longing; he wanted to make

patient little mother, whom he loved
with a tender, chivalrous devotion, a Christ-
mas present He

In the thirteen years ox nis lire he had no
remembrance of her receiving a Christmas
gift, and he was in a brown study the great-
er

her
part of bis time, planning and contriving

some way to surprise her withja present,
as yet no way had opened.

" Harness Doll, Teddy, and we'll go to the
village said the mother one morn-

ing. Tddy smiled knowingly as he hurried the
away to obey her reqaest, and in a short
time they were on their way. "Now yon od
mustn't fsllow me aronad," she said, with a
smBe, as they nesred the 'village; Ted an-

swered her with a kaewteg, T19; ths
wv .m. ted to ask her far a
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spending money for Hmself. yet fesrfer
she would suspect, and, knowing that she
had little with which to carry out her mi
plans, he wisely forbore.

" I am going to the station to meet the tea
o'clock tram, Teddy," she said, as hewaw
hitching Doll, "and you may meet me there
with, the sleigh.'?

Father isn't coming home, is hot" said
Tod, in consternation.

No, dear," replied the mother, laughing?
at his alarm, "but I think there will he
somebody there, and she darted into a dry'
goods store, without explaining the mya
tery.

Ted went into another store to get warm,
and then amused himself wandering up aad
down the street, looking into the shop win-
dows, which were gay with Christmas
goods, and thinking what he would bay it

'he had the means.
He had spent fully twenty-fiv- e dollars fas

this imaginary way, when he observed av
stranger come out from one of the stores,
and walk away briskly.

He had a pleasant face, and stepped eft
with the assured air of ono who is accus-
tomed to having the good things of this life.

It was a warm, sunny day, and his heavy
overcoat was thrown jauntly open, and, as
he passed up the street ho drew his hand-
kerchief from an inside pocket and blew
his nose with a sonorous blast --.

Ted was watching all this with interest,
for the man's pleasant faco had pleased his
childish fancy, and as the handkerchief
came out tho boy saw another object fly out
also and lodge iu the dirty snow of the gut-
ter, white the gentleman walked quickly oa,
quite unaware of bis loss.

Ted's first thought was that it was only a
piece of paper, and it did not occur to him to
investigate the matter, but a second thought
sent him flying to the spot, where, after
some little search, he found a small pack-
age wrapped in white paper and decorated
with an express label; thero was evidently
a small box within, and Ted ran as fast as
his legs would carry him to restore it to the
owner.

That jaunty gentleman was just getting
into a handsome sleigh as Ted turned ths
corner, and a. my ho went

"Mister, mister," screamed Ted at the ton
of his voice, which the bells drowned, and
then began a race Ted running for dear
life, the horses trotting along with no idea
that they were pursued.

The boy's legs did him good service, how-
ever, and at last he succeeded in attracting
the attention of the driver. "What's this,
my lad!" he said, kindlv. "Want a ridoi"

panted Teddy, all oat of breath,
"but you lost this, sir, and I picked it up,"
and he held up the package.

"Well, well, did I ever," said tho gentle-
man, feeliug hastily in his pocket "What a
careless trick. And so you've pretty near
run your legs off to catch me, eh !"

"I guess they're all whole yet, sir," re-
plied Ted, with a smile, and yet pufung with
the race. ,

He handed over tho box, while the stran-
ger took out a fat pocket-boo- "Christmas
is coining, my boy, and maybe you'll like an
extra bit of surprise money," he said, good- -
naturcdlj, as he handed out a live-doll-

bill to the astonished child
"Oh, sir, that's too much," and Ted of-

fered it back, quite overwhelmed by such
niaaifieencp.

"Well, I don't know about that," said the
gentleman, "that box contains a watch
worth two hundred dollars, and by the timet
I had advertised it and paid a reward, it
would have cost mo double the amount, be-

sides tho chances of my finding it again, so
on the whole, I tliink I am rewarding you
very moderately," and he buttoned his
overcoat over box and pocket-boo- k resolute-
ly, and prepared to drive on.

A whole arena of Christmas presonts
danced through Ted's happy brain, us ho
thanked the generous gentleman for hist
gift, and they parted with mutual good feel-
ing.

"If I had such a father a3 that," solilo-
quized tho child, "what a good boy I'd he."

"If I had an honest, bright-face- d boy like ,
that," said the gentleman, "what a happy
father I'd be."

Ted had never before kept a secret from
his mother, and it was the hardest work to
keep from telling his adventure, but secrets
were flying in the air apparently and ha
held on to his with true Christmas tenacity.

He bad suspected by this time who was
coming on the train, and ho was on time at
the station with Doll ;he had also wisely con-
cluded to wait a bit for her advice and "as-
sistance before spending his wealth.

Aunt Nan stepped off the train when it
came in,looking rosier and jollier than ever.
Ted thought, as she hugged him up close ta
her warm furs, and she had tho fattest
sachel and the heaviest basket he had over-lifte-

'There was a perfect jubilee of welcome-whe- n

the party reached home, and Aunt
Nan took her namesake and little Jane into
her warm embrace, to their complete sur-
prise, for they had never dreamed of such a
happy arrival. "The little dears," said
Aunt Nan, as she and Mrs. Rexford made
several mysterious trips to tho barn, re-
turning with contraband bundles under
their aprons, "they shall have om Christ-
mas, if they never do another."

Such a merry-makin- g the Rexford house
had never witnessed before. Billy Grant
hod consented to go to the
woods and cut evergreen, which
was conveyed to the parlor secretly, and if
it was not as brilliantly lighted aad
trimmed as it might have been, it was a
wonderful tree, nevertheless, hung with
popcorn, apples and oranges and gifts, un-
til the children were nearly wild with ht

when they saw it
A long pail, full of some mysterious com-

pound, had been sitting in a tub in the
woodshed, carelessly covered over with a
piece of carpet, and this was found to con-
tain and after all tho othei
things had been distributed, it came ia.
piled up in delicious masses of frozen
sweetness, on Mrs. Rexford's best china
saucers, together with the angels' food
which Aunt Nan had baked that day.

Mrs. Rexford actually cried with sort
prised delight when Ted gave her a lovely
plush work-bo- the first gift he hadovee
been able to make her, and told his story of
the kind gentleman and his gold watch.
Poor thing! she had enjoyed little of merri-
ment or g since her marriage,
and she enjoyed this, as only a kindly, cheer-
ful heart, cramped into space far too tfit, can enjoy liberty and love freely ex-
pressed.

"Mother," said Ted, when, at a lata hoar,
Mrs. Rexford gathered her httlo Cock to-
gether for their evening prayers. "It al-
ways seemed when I said 'Our Heaves)
Father,' as if He was stern and cross jaw' -l-

ike father, but I think He must bo good at
wouldn't a let as had such a level

Christmas." '
Teddy, poor child," said Aunt Nan, asm

kindly bright eyes were fall of -
whatever comes, dear hoy, don't forget '
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that, whatever yoar esrthly father w a?n
your Heevenly Father k all teadernsss and. . "'&

Before Mr. Rexford's return, all
lesttvitkw ware removed; he
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